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" My bottom's jammed against these blasted stones.
Move up for God's sake."
During the grey night it grew colder and colder. It
rained without ceasing so that the roof of our house dripped
upon us as we lay under it. Those whose turn it was to tend
the blubber stove in the entrance lay for warmth upon the
legs of those who tried to sleep. From time to time they
roused themselves to throw on to the stove another crackling
lump of blubber or to crawl out into the rain in order to cut
from the buried heap of seal skin some more greasy chunks of
blubber for fuel.
And when the morning came and the sea seemed to pound
around our very ears, Matheson called:
" Rouse out, lads! Rouse out! The sea! The sea will be
here in a moment! "
But we only stirred uneasily for it did not seem to matter.
We roused ourselves at last, one by one. When I looked
out through the hole that led into our burrow the dreadful
desolation of the place seemed to paralyse the mind. The
rain streamed slantwise across the beach and all but the
feet of the mountain was hidden by a driving mist. We
could not see our flag, dyed with penguins' blood, upon the
near shoulder. A furious grey sea, pounding upon the
shingle, threw the white line of stranded ice blocks higher up
the beach every few seconds. While I was mechanically
pulling on my sea-boots, my mind an utter blank registering
nothing but weary misery, one of the ice blocks rolled into
the entrance. A frothing line of foam died upon our door-
step. We crawled out and stood shivering in the pouring
rain, pulling on our already wet coats.
" Up with her.   AU together! "
We raised the pram up on to her side and all the stones
so carefully banked around her the day before rattled down
in a disordered heap. The jumbled mass of wet clothes thus
suddenly and indecently exposed to the light of day we
flung in haste farther up the beach. In five minutes the sea